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James was so close to punching the guy's crooked teeth in, but he realized that wouldn't enable the poor 
bastard to pay them either. The little rat - the owner of the club - kept mumbling something about a bunch 
of guys who had come by to collect old debts and taken all the money from the show tonight. 


"Come on, James. It's no use. Let's just go home!” Cliff put his hand on James shoulder to calm him down. 


James kicked against the crumbling wall at the back entrance of the small music club, before he turned around 


and followed Cliff to the van. 


All their enthusiasm about the great concert they had just played and the excitement of the crowd was 
reduced to nearly zero. They desperately needed the money. 


"So? Do you have the money?" Lars asked from the back seat. 


"Nothing. Fuck that little freak!" James barked and slumped into the passenger's seat next to Cliff. 


"So how on earth are we gonna pay the rent tomorrow? He said it's our last chance." Kirk looked nervous and 


desperate. 


"Lars, can't you ask your father for some money just one more time?" Cliff turned around in the driver's 


seat. 


"Man, | don't know. He was seriously pissed last time. And even if he agrees, it will take at least ten days until 


the money is transferred from Denmark," Lars said and shrugged. 
"So who's gonna have the pleasure of asking our lovely landlord for another two weeks grace? | did it the last 
two times, | really don't want to put my neck on the line again" Cliff looked at his three bandmates 


questioningly. "Volunteers?" 


‘I'm sorry, guys, but I'm afraid | can't do that. He's so scary.. And he doesn't take me seriously anyway." Kirk 


scooted down in his seat and looked even smaller than he was. 
"Says the guy who watches horror movies almost every day." Cliff said with a smirk 

Lars rolled his eyes. "I suppose he's still mad at me because of that thing with the washing machine.” 
All eyes were on James. 

"Okay, okay. HI do it, pussies! And fuck you, by the way! 


Cliff started the engine and they set off for home. 
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James’ stomach growled when he walked along the path towards the front porch of their landlord's house. That 
morning's breakfast had consisted of their last four cans of beer. Maybe they could try their luck with some 
chicks at the beach later and talk them into buying them something to eat. 


At least the weather didn't add to their misery. The sun was shining bright from a clear blue sky. People were 
already complaining about a ‘heat wave', and indeed the temperature had risen above 90 degrees for three 


days in a row. For a Southern Californian like James it was simply ‘nice weather‘, though. 


All around the dilapidated house lay all kinds of scattered debris and rusting car parts. The walls and part of 


the roof were covered by ivy. The door was left ajar. 


James knocked on the door frame politely and waited. Rumbling noises came from the inside of the house, but 


nobody answered. 


James knocked again, a little louder this time. More noises could be heard, something crashed to the floor and 


somebody cursed repeatedly. James tried to take a peek through the open door. 
"Mr. Kilmister?" 


"Just come in then, for fuck's sake!" The landlord's hoarse angry voice came from a room in the back of the 


house. 


James opened the shredded screen door, which made a screeching sound, and entered the hallway. None of 
them had ever been inside the house before. The stale air smelled of old cigarette smoke. Floor-to-ceiling 
bookshelves covered every wall, and in between towered stacks of newspapers and magazines. A thick layer of 
dust covered everything. There was only a small path left to walk through on a grey linoleum floor. James 


found the landlord in the living room. 
"Morning, Sir.” 


The older man was picking up items that had fallen on the floor and looked up for a brief moment. 


"Ah, its one of the tall ones, | would have bet my arse on that. So where's my money, stringbean?" He left his 


cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth while he was speaking. 
"Well, Sir.. |. we.. there's a little problem. 


Mr. Kilmister straightened himself to his full height, crossed his arms over his chest and blew out his 
cigarette smoke. He had an intimidating stature, although he and James were probably the same height. James 
and his friends had never seen him without his cowboy hat on, and he was wearing it just like every day. His 
long brown hair looked greasy and fell over his shoulders, but his full beard was neatly trimmed. There were 
two giant warts on his cheek, which James found difficult not to stare at the whole time. 


"Uhm... well, we know that the rent is due today," James kept stuttering. 
‘It was due last Wednesday, honey,” Mr. Kilmister corrected him and coughed. 


"Yes, certainly. And we were absolutely sure that we'd be able to pay you today, but we got ripped off by this 
guy yesterday..." 


"You can keep your little fairytales to yourself, son! You guys think you can play the same game with me 
every fucking month? Do | look like Rockefeller to you? | got bloody obligations, too! If you're not putting the 
money on the table today, you're moving your sissy little arses off my property. And | can send a couple of 
nice friends of mine who will be glad to ‘help you pack!" The old man harangued him, doing air quotes with his 
fingers at the end of the sentence. 


"Lars has asked his father to lend him the money, but its going to be about ten days until we have it," James 
tried to defend himself. 


"Ha, Daddy's little girl fluttered her pretty lashes.. Ten bloody days? You can ask him for next month's rent 
then, too." 


"We're booked for two shows before the end of the month, so it shouldn't be a problem" 


"If anyone pays money for the silly noise you stoners are making." Mr. Kilmister chuckled while heaving stacks 


of books from one pile to the next. 

James tried to ignore the insults, although he felt the anger build up inside of him. He hated being so 
defenseless. And by now he had run out of excuses. He wished that Lars, with his never-ending supply of 
creative bullshitting, had come with him to help him out. 


"Well, you're lucky that I'm a benevolent man." the landlord suddenly offered after a few minutes of silence. 


James exhaled slowly, assuming they were off the hook once again. 


".. but | think you'll agree that I'm entitled to ask for some compensation for my trouble." 
James shrugged. "Sure, what do you have in mind?" 
The tall man walked a few steps towards an old grubby couch and sat down like he was moving in slow motion. 


"Here's the deal, blondie: you show up with the green-eyed princess right here tonight at nine and you two.. 
let's say, entertain me for a while. Then I'll turn a blind eye once again" 


James had to lower his eyes to the floor, unable to hold the man's gaze. 

Uhm... what do you mean by ‘enterfan’ you?" A vague feeling of nausea began to spread in his empty stomach 
"Im sure itd be quite cute to witness how the two of you stick your tongues down each other's throats." 
James felt his cheeks turn deep red with the realization of what the man was actually saying, 

"What? he croaked, hoping to gain a few seconds to process the information 

"Your hearing should be a lot better than mine, shouldnt it, boy?" the raspy voice answered 

"You just said that you want to.. watch me and Lars make out?" James frowned in disbelief 

"And whatever else comes to your mind. Bet the little fruit can't keep his hands off you anyway, can he?" 


"Sir, listen." James laughed nervously, "I think | have to clear up a misunderstanding here. You seem to assume 


that we're homosexual, but we're not." 
Mr. Kilmister's husky laughter ended in another coughing fit. 


"Are you kidding me, sonny? The little foreign shitter is queer as fuck! A blind man could see that. And you 
must be living in a bubble if you haven't noticed that not only birds turn around when you walk by." 


All of a sudden James became aware of what he was wearing. Or rather, not wearing. He was clad in a pair of 
upper thigh-length shorts that didn't leave much to the imagination. And he had accidently put on one of Kirk's 
shirts that morning, which clung to him like a second skin and showed a few inches of bare skin above the 
waistline. The sleeves were cut off and his muscular arms and long legs were all tanned as much as his long 


wavy blond hair was bleached from the summer sun. 


He realized that he looked like sex on a stick and wished he could do a magic spell to change into long wide 
pants and a loose-fitting sweatshirt. 


"Sir, this.. this is out of the question l.. we're not doing it! No way! Lars and | are friends, we're bandmates. 


And we're not gay! This is absolutely crazy! Isn't there anything else we can do? We could work for you or 
help you around the house!" 


"Does it look like | need help around the house?" Mr. Kilmister inquired with a frown, 
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James slammed the door shut behind him and stomped into the living room of their house, where Kirk, Cliff 
and Lars were gathered in front of the TV set. 


‘Oh, you're still in one piece," Cliff chuckled. "What did he say?" 


James moaned in frustration and rubbed his face with his hands when he slumped down on the couch beside 


the bassist, stretching his long legs out under the table. 
"He said he'd grant us the delay of ten days under one condition.. " 


Three curious pairs of eyes stared impatiently at James while he picked at a loose thread of a cushion that 


suddenly seemed to demand his entire attention 

"Which?" Cliff urged him gently and muted the TV's sound. 

"Ah, man." James shook his head and sighed. 

‘Come on, what's the condition?” Kirk repeated with wide eyes, scooting forward in his chair. 

"If Lars and l.. would.. make out and let him watch us." 

A few seconds of dead silence passed. 

"Come on, this is not the time for stupid jokes,” Cliff said eventually and elbowed James with a giggle. 

‘Its not a joke. Its exactly what he said," James confirmed while staring at his feet. 

"No focking way!" Lars exclaimed incredulously and slapped himself on his own thigh. "Kilmister is into boys?" 
"Shit! He's so gross." Kirk wrinkled his nose. 


"Man, there's no way he can force a person to do something like that. That's sexual harassment. And blackmail 


on top of it," Cliff added in a factual tone. 


"But, dude, it would be the easy way out, wouldn't it?" Lars, who sat Indian style on the floor, looked up at 


Cliff, seemingly unfazed. 
"What the fuck are you saying, dipshit? We're not doing it!" James exclaimed and shoved Lars’ shoulder. 


"Of course we'll just pretend that we agree, and then I'll talk him out of it. You know lim good at that," Lars 


said soothingly as he turned around to James. 

"We all know." Cliff chuckled and gave Lars a playful slap on the back of the head. 

"| think we should report this old pervert to the police!" Kirk piped up. 

"Oh, great idea Then we're homeless even sooner!" Lars retorted. "Listen, James! Here's what we'll do: I'll call 
my Dad later and ask him to send a telegraph confirming he has signed the money transfer, and then we'll go 


back to that perv's house tonight and try to convince him. No, not try, we will I'll figure out something, don't 


worry!" 


James holed up in his room for the rest of the morning, a situation that Lars never endured for long. Around 


two o'clock, he went up to James' room and entered, as usual without knocking. 

"What's the problem, James? | thought we'd decided what to do." Lars sat down beside James, who huddled on 
his bed with his arms around his legs and his forehead on his knees. When there was no further answer than 
a grunt, Lars shoved his knee softly against James’. 

"Come on." 

Not giving up his crouched position, James finally replied: "The problem is that in the end he also said that we 
don't only owe him the rent, but almost half again as much on top of it, because we'll be paying him late for 
the fifth month in a row." 

"What the fock? Seriously?" 


"He said something about how he could demand compounded interest for that, | don't have a fucking clue about 


that shit, but.." 


"But? Man, why do | have to worm everything out of you all the time?" Lars banged his fist on the mattress 
to urge James to get to the point. 


" but he wouldn't do it if.. if." 


"If what?" 


"If we.. did more than kiss." 


"More than kiss? What does he mean?" Lars asked with wide, questioning eyes, although it was pretty obvious 


which direction this was going. 
"He wants to watch you.. God, | can't even say it, dammit!" 
"Hey, don't worry, l'm your friend, I'm not gonna make fun of you. Not this time, at least." 


"He.. wants to watch while you give me a.. blowjob," James mumbled under his breath, blushing deep red 


instantly. Lars jumped up, completely taken aback. 
"What?? Dude, that guy is such a perverse old creep. Good God!" 
‘lm going to take one of my guitars to the pawn shop tomorrow, okay?" 


"No! Never ever! You are so not going to do that, James! We'll figure out how to persuade him. We'll just go 
there tonight and everything'll be alright. Now let's go have lunch! Kirk's mom brought us some groceries." 


N 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks again to the wonderful helena_s_renn for the beta work. And thanks to Augustine for letting me copy 
a little detail from her sensational story "Chuckles the Clown’. 


Crickets were clittering and the air was still warm and humid when James and Lars walked down to Mr. 
Kilmister's house in silence. Somehow Lars sensed that for once he had better take a break from his constant 


babbling. 


Over the two years since they had met, he'd developed a precise ability to read James' mind. He knew that 
there was a fragile, angst-ridden little boy behind the metal frontman facade. Contrary to their outward 
appearance, Lars was the brave and outgoing one, while James was usually reserved and clumsy when he 


wasn't holding a guitar in his hands. 


When they approached Mr. Kilmister's house, he was leaning on the door frame, smoking a cigar and looking at 
his wrist watch with a disgruntled expression on his face. Hoping that they could escape from the deal at the 
last minute, they stopped on the sidewalk in front of the house.The old man said nothing and just stared at 
them with a condescending grin. 


"Good evening, Sir," Lars broke the silence in his usual self-confident manner. "I'm sure that you're going to be 
pleased to hear that my father has sent me this telegraph confirming that the money we owe you is on its 
way." 

The drummer pulled a crumpled piece of paper from his jeans pocket and presented it to the tall, intimidating 
figure. 


Mr. Kilmister snickered and had a deep drag of his cigar. He neither looked at the piece of paper nor made an 
effort to come and take it from Lars' hand. 


“Alright, Thumbelina. Since Blondie obviously didn't make himself clear enough to you, l'm going to repeat what 
the deal is: if | don't get to see any money Tonight, I'm going to get to see some nice live action. Now don't be 
shy, it's cosy inside." With the last sentence, he turned around and made a wide gesture for them to enter the 


house. 
"But my father has already added IO percent of the amount for your inconvenience. Isn't that a fair deal?" 
Lars kept negotiating. His relentlessness was something that James had always envied, although he knew that 


Lars wouldn't be as couragious in this situation if James wasn't by his side. 


"Wo-ho, now who's calling the shots here, boy? I'll tell you what: you either get inside or I'll tell my friends 


over there to get to work 


James and Lars turned around to where he was looking, and saw a dump truck parked on the opposite side of 


the street. Two dubious-looking creatures sat in the cabin, smoking cigarettes. 
The two friends looked at each other in shock. 


Just like so many times before, Lars felt exactly what was going through James' mind: he wanted to run. 


Reflexively Lars grabbed him by the wrist. 


"That's right, boys. Holding hands is a good start. Now let's get inside before my beer gets stale." 


A few moments later, they found themselves in Mr. Kilmister's living room. He had taken his place in a 
monstrous easy chair in one corner of the room, a bottle of beer beside him on a small table. The room was 
dimly lit by an old ceiling lamp with a lampshade that might have been white many years ago, but had turned 


into a greyish yellow from dust and smoke. 


James and Lars stood in the middle of the room, facing each other. Both still hoped to get out of this 
situation, but neither had any idea how. They were trapped. 


"Don't worry, we can handle this," Lars whispered. His confidence never seemed to waver. 


James avoided Lars’ eyes but couldn't focus on anything else either. His eyes wandered around over the wall of 


bookshelves and to the display of various hunting rifles on the wall next to the old man 


"You think this is going to happen with clothes on? | wanna see some nice young skin for my money," the 


landlord ordered impatiently. 


After a moment of reluctance, both pulled their T-shirts over their heads. James kept his in his hand 
indecisively, since both the floor and the furniture around them didn't seem as if he could place clothes there 
without feeling the urge to burn them afterwards. Lars obviously wasn't plagued by similar ponderings, as his 
Deep Purple shirt already lay on the floor next to them. 


"Sir, we haven't agreed on how long we're supposed to do this yet," James uttered in Mr. Kilmister's direction 


without looking at him. 


"Oh, | got time, luv." The old man snickered, obviously amused, taking one of the rifles from the wall and 


cradling it in his arms like a newborn, 


"Five minutes and we're outta herel" Lars insisted defiantly. 


‘Oh, nonono! You're not gonna get away that easily. You owe me, kids, so l'm the one who makes the rules. I'l 


decide when you've paid your due." 

James turned towards Lars with wide eyes. 

"Let's get out of here, Lars. I'd rather sleep under a bridge." he hissed. 

Lars held James by the wrist again, noticing how his friend winced when he felt Lars’ skin on his. 


"Just hold still and let me take care of it. Think of Suzy from the diner and close your eyes!" the drummer 
whispered. 


"Dude." James' pleading eyes met Lars’ only for a split second, but Lars could clearly see the immense 


struggle that was going on inside his best friend. 


‘I'd appreciate it if you skip the sweet talk now and give me a run for my money" The tone of the voice from 
the shadows started to sound menacing. 
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‘Close your eyes.." Lars repeated in a whisper, and James eventually obeyed. 


The younger man slowly placed his warm palm on the singer's shoulder, noticing the goosebumps spreading on 
his friend's arms. Then he pushed himself up on his tiptoes to reach James' lips with his. James’ facial 
features looked as if he'd just bitten into a lemon, and Lars could feel his quick breaths on the skin of his face 


as he leaned in to draw nearer. 


For a fleeting moment, Lars would have hit the pause button if their life was a movie. Could he really do this 

to their friendship? Although he knew that James had a pretty traditional attitude, he was astonished to see 

him so deeply appalled by the idea of kissing a man. He himself had fooled around with other boys at parties a 
number of times and it didn't mean much to him. It was part of the rock'n'roll lifestyle in his eyes. 


When their lips finally touched, Lars noticed with amazement how his own senses went into overdrive in that 


very moment. 


Although James’ facial features weren't relaxed in the least, his lips felt warm and soft on Lars’, and a warm, 


tingling feeling like the rush of a drug began to spread through the drummer's body. 


He simply pressed his lips onto James’ for a while, uncertain what to do next, and perceived how the scent of 
James’ skin captivated his senses. They had both smoked a cigarette to soothe their nerves before they had 
left the house, but underneath that smell there was something that felt so familiar and yet so strikingly new 
and infatuating. 


A malicious cackle from the other side of the room reminded him of where they were. 


‘Carry on! Carry on! We're not in pre-school here!" Mr. Kilmister commanded when Lars froze in his motion. "Is 


Blondie scared stiff or what? Use your hands, pretty!" 


James opened his eyes a little and Lars could hear how he clenched his teeth. A moment later Lars felt James’ 
shivering hands on his hips, softly resting only on the jeans-clad part, carefully avoiding naked skin. When Lars 
resumed kissing James though, the gap between their upper bodies closed and their bare chests touched. 


The sensation of James’ skin on his made Lars' heart beat faster than it already was in this bizarre situation, 


and a confusing multitude of emotions made him dizzy. 


‘This wasnt meant fo be anything but a cheap puppet show for this perverse old geezer. What's happening here? 
What's happening fo me? Why does it feel so incredibly good to touch James?" 


The drummer moved his hands up and down James’ arms slowly. He considered that as long he came up with 
some "variations" every once in a while, their spectator wouldn't bark any further commands from his place in 


the shadows. 


His next idea was to put his slightly sweaty palms on James’ chest. When he slid them down a little and 


brushed over a - hard - nipple, James exhaled sharply. The taller man's eyes were still squeezed shut. 


Lars took another deep breath to inhale the scent of James’ skin, then he opened his mouth a little and slid his 
tongue over the blond's lips. A stifled grunt could be heard from the corner. 


‘This is so disgusting! | wish we were at home now. Alone! Why does it have to be under these fucked up 
circumstances that Im realizing that | lke James THS way? Because.. | do. Oh shit. 


Lars noticed that James swallowed hard before he parted his lips just a little bit. The brunette's tongue moved 
like it was on autopilot and slid inside. Excitement shot through his veins like electricity, and a tingling feeling in 


his lower regions resulted in an inevitable boner. 


Small hands, each with a Band Aid around one finger, moved from a heaving chest to a slender waist before 
they crossed James’ belt in a downward direction. From the corner of his eye, Lars could see that Mr. 


Kilmister was putting the rifle back into the wall holder and grabbed a cushion that he placed on his thighs. 


Oh, no no no! Fuck, this is the grossest thing ever! This is just a nightmare and Im going to wake up any minute. 


But.. oh my god, James." 


Lars' eyes fluttered shut as he placed both hands on James’ buttcheeks, pulled him close and felt his friend's 
hardening cock press against his belly, merely held back by denim. James had a boner, too? He had heard that 
men could get an erection even if they emphatically don't want to have sex, like some sort of an involuntary 
physical response. Besides, James was a completely healthy 20-year-old, and on top of that he was being 
touched intimately, so his body apparently just functioned in an automatic way. 


Lars figured that he should say something to James, to assure him that this was all just fake, and to not lose 
the lifeline to their friendship, which had become the most important thing in the Dane's life ever since he'd 
met the shy, enigmatic Californian for the first time. 


"You okay?" he whispered under his breath. James just snorted briefly and remained motionless. 


VI 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to helena_s_renn for still bearing with me! 


Lars tried to gain some time by just moving his hands up and down James' back and kissing him cautiously. The 
taste of James’ lips and tongue on his was all-consuming. Deep down inside, he wished he could teleport them 


to a nicer place and show James his true affection under more agreeable circumstances. 


James was still tied up in knots, but he was "cooperating" minimally by keeping his hands on Lars sides and 
leaving his mouth open. 


The annoyingly loud ticking of the ancient clock cut the silence in slices, and the sound of a lighter flicking 
indicated that their spectator was treating himself to another cigar. 


"| think it's time for the main attraction," he snarled in a sinister tone. 
Lars knew what he meant. Holy shit.. Why the fuck hadn't he let James take his guitar to the pawn shop to 
pay their debt? How could he ever look him in the eye again after this? The odd thing was that Lars wanted 


what would come next, but he definitely didn't want to cause James trauma. 


Nevertheless, he slowly sank to his knees in front of his best friend. He felt his heart pounding in his throat 


and his cheeks glowed as hot as if he was in a sauna. 

The line they were about to cross was the ultimate taboo. And yet it turned him on endlessly to know that 
he'd soon see and touch James’ dick. Somehow he felt guilty for enjoying what he was doing. But the guilt was 
held in check by the overwhelming excitement about what was going to happen next. 

He had to reach down to adjust his own erection in his jeans, which had become unpleasantly tight by now. 
With trembling fingers he fumbled with the button and zipper of James’ jeans, then pulled them down a few 


inches along with the briefs below. 


For a moment, Lars just stared at the sizeable, almost fully-erect penis in front of his face. His heart beat so 


fast and hard that he almost got dizzy. 
An inarticulate sound of admiration came from the corner of the room. 
Get it over with, Lars.. Just do what a girl would do to you.. Ina few minutes we're going back home: 


Every single atom of oxygen seemed to have disappeared from the small stuffy room and it had become 


unbearably hot with the windows and door closed. He could see a few drops of sweat make their way from 


James' chest down over his belly. 
Hs taut, tanned, heavenly belly..’ 


James' eyes were still closed and his fists clenched. Lars prayed his ability to read James’ mind wouldn't let 


him down now of all times. 


tts not lke James couldn't do anything to escape from this situation He could have prevented me from pulling his 
pants down. Does that mean he agrees fo this? Can a man really get such a massive boner without liking it in the 
least? But why doesn’t he move at all? Why doesnt he give me a sign?’ 


Lars wiped his sweaty palms on the legs of his jeans, then took a deep breath and wrapped the fingers of his 
right hand around the base of James’ cock. 


James positioned his feet a little wider and stifled a grunt. He squinted at Lars for a second and whispered 
almost inaudibly: "Gol." 


It seemed as if the telepathy between them was still working after all. 


Lars' mouth watered as a result, causing him another guilt trip for being so greedy and so oblivious to their 
actual situation. Nevertheless, he wetted his lips with his tongue. The floorboard under his knees creaked when 
he learned forward. The sudden sound startled him so much that he got goosebumps, but he kept moving and 
opened his mouth. 


He stuck his tongue out to touch the tip of James’ cock. When he tasted the saltiness of the hot, delicate skin 


on it, more saliva pooled in his mouth and he had to swallow and start anew. 


James. You Me. All | want fo do is make you feel good | never knew that | wanted to do this to you. If only you 
could enjoy if. 


Lars took a deep breath, which almost hurt his ribcage because he was so tense, and finally closed his lips 
around the warm velvety skin. James’ balls twitched in reaction. Led by pure primal instincts, Lars started to 
suck and move his mouth up and down the length of his best friend's rock-hard dick. 


Whereas the kissing before had been half-heartedly and hesitant, Lars seemed to be spurred on by a sudden 
burning ambition. James lurched a little and had to re-position his feet to get a better stance, causing his cock 
to hit the back of Lars’ throat and make him gag. But the smaller man only held still for a moment to take a 
deep breath through his nose before he continued. 


Despite the haze of arousal that clouded his senses, anxiety began to creep up on him again 


What if James beats me up when we get out of here? What if the band is over? What if WE are over? Before 


we even..' 

Slowing down a little, but not letting go of James’ cock, Lars looked up - straight into James’ staring eyes. 
Without warning, James suddenly yanked at Lars’ hair and forced him away. There was a plopping sound when 
his dick was pulled out of Lars' mouth. A split second later Lars heard James grunt in despair when something 
warm and wet splashed onto his cheek and dripped onto the floor. 

The next thing he saw was James hurrying out of the room while pulling his pants back up. 


Mr Kilmister was guffawing maliciously between fits of coughing. 


Wiping his cheek with his forearm, Lars turned around and shot a last furious glance at the man in the corner 


of the room. 
"We're even, right?" he spat out, just to double-check. 
"Oh yes, we are, sugar. | got my jollies for sure," the old man wheezed and cackled. 


Without wasting another second in the filthy house, Lars picked up the two T-shirts from the floor and ran 
after James. 
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The old man's wheezing laughter still rang in his ears after Lars had hurried out of the house and tried to 


catch up with James, which wasn't an easy task. 


The air was still warm and humid, and the suburban residential street was deserted at this time of the 


eveni ng. 


"James, wait!" Lars cried out while running as fast as he could, but James didn't slow down his rapid strides 


one bit. 


"Come on, James, calm down! It's over and done. He said we're even We'll just go home and forget about it! It's 


okay," Lars panted. 


Turning his head around just a little so Lars could hear him, but not looking him in the eye, James spat 
furiously, "Okay?? Nothing's ‘okay’ about what just happened! It may be ‘okay’ in fucking freakish Denmark 
where people run around butt-naked 24/1 and everyone has sex with men, women and sheep and whatnot! But 


| wasn't raised like you, Lars! And I'm not a fucking faggot!" 
Lars had finally reached James, but he still had to jog to keep up with him. James yanked his T-shirt from 
Lars hand and put it on quickly. It seemed as if he'd only just realized that he was walking down the street 


shirtless. 


"Nobody has said that, man! We didn't have any other choice. He'd have thrown us out of the house tonight! 


You saw those guys in the truck What else could we have done? Rob a bank?" 


"Lars, I'd rather have stolen something than.. touch a man! Or be touched by a man," James forced out 


through gritted teeth. 
"Come on, you'll survive! And it didn't look as if it was all that agonizing for y.. 


Lars' sentence was cut off when James spun around on his heel, grabbed Lars' upper arm and squeezed it so 


tight that the smaller man yelped in pain. 


"If you tell the others even one single word about what happened, I'll break both your fucking arms! Do you 


hear me?" 


Lars only nodded. He knew he'd gone too far with his last sentence. His face was contorted from the pain when 


James finally let go. Tears had pooled in his eyes. 


He knew he had to leave his friend alone for a while. And unlike any other time in his life, he didn't have the 
slightest clue how to fix the situation 


A numbing feeling of helplessness overcame Lars and he realized there was no way they were going to sort 
this out in the middle of the street, so he just stood and watched as James walked back to their house by 


himself. 


